its anxious desires, its manifold pleasures, and even for its
sorrow and suffering, I bless and praise that anonymous old
lady from the bottom of my heart.

It H'as six weeks before my Mother was able to leave her room.
The occasion was made a solemn one, and was attended by a
species of Churching. Mr Balfour, a valued minister of the
denomination, held a private service in the parlour, and 'prayed
for our child, that he may be the Lord's1. This was the opening act
of that 'dedication' which was never henceforward forgotten,
and of which the following pages will endeavour to describe the
results. Around my tender and unconscious spirit was flung the
luminous web, the light and elastic but impermeable veil, which
was hoped would keep me 'unspotted from the world'.

Until this time my Father's mother had lived in the house
and taken the domestic charges of it on her own shoulders. She
now consented to leave us to ourselves. There was no question
that her exodus was a relief to my Mother, since my paternal
grandmother was a strong and masterful woman, buxom, chol-
eric and practical, for whom the interests of the mind did not
exist. Her daughter-in-law, gentle as she was, and ethereal in
manner and appearance - strangely contrasted (no doubt), in
her tinctures of gold hair and white skin, with my grand-
mother's bold carnations and black tresses - was yet possessed
of a will like tempered steel. They were better friends apart,
with my grandmother lodged hard by, in a bright room, her
household gods and bits of excellent eighteenth-century furni-
ture around her, her miniatures and sparkling china arranged
on shelves.

Left to my Mother's sole care, I became the centre of her
solicitude. But there mingled with those happy animal instincts
which sustain the strength and patience of every human mother
and were fully present with her - there mingled with these
certain spiritual determinations which can be but rare. They
are, in their outline, I suppose, vaguely common to many
^religious mothers, but there are few indeed who fill up the
sketch with so firm a detail as she did. Once again I am indebted
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